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" a cross between a sybarite and a glutton.
My cigars cost from ninepence to half-a-crown
each and I returned a dozen of champagne at
eight shillings a dozen as my brand was twelve
shillings. This was the sort of twaddle talked
at every street-corner (during an election)
and the sad thing about it was that working-
men were found to believe it."
He might have made himself comfortable
and secure by accepting an offer the Liberals
made to him. At the start of his campaign they
had tried to intrigue for his withdrawal. The
secretary of a body called the Labour Electoral
Association was summoned. After he had been
a few days in the constituency, he went to Keir
Hardie, fic bubbling over with excitement/5 and
told him he " had been in conference with them
and it was all settled."
" In    conference   with   whom,    and   settled
what ? " enquired Hardie, grimly calm.
" With the Liberals, and you've to retire."
Telling the story, Keir Hardie went on :
fi
" I don't know what happened then, but
I remember rising to my feet and he ceased
speaking. Next morning he returned home."
The power of Hardie's personality and anger
obliterated both plotter and plot.
Next the celebrated Schnadhorst, chief Liberal
organiser, invited Hardie to meet him. He